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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


Sing  me  a  song  of  the  Northern  land, 

Of  the  ice  and  the  stinging  snow; 

Of  the  silent  peaks,  and  the  lonely  plains, 

IV here  the  savage  stormwinds  blow; 

Where  Nature  scorns  the  weakling  soul. 

And  he  must  fight  who  can; 

Sing  me  a  song  of  the  mighty  North — 

My  sire  was  a  Northern  man. 

Sing  me  a  song  of  the  Northern  land. 

As  it  robes  itself  for  the  spring 
W ith  veils  of  brown  and  of  misty  green; 

Where  the  hazes  kiss  and  cling 
To  the  distant  hills  like  a  tender  bride — 

It  has  been  since  the  world  began; 

As  the  purple  mists  to  the  giant  slopes. 

So  his  Love  to  the  Northern  man. 

Sing  me  a  song  of  the  land  that' s  mine. 

The  North  with  its  shine  and  shade, 

W ith  the  springtimes  crown  on  the  forest  trees. 
And  the  bloodroot  bloom  in  the  glade; 

Sing  of  the  ghosts  of  the  gallant  dead. 

Who  come  in  the  twilight,  when 
The  blackbirds  nest  and  the  robins  sing. 

In  the  land  of  the  Northern  men. 


The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


THE  INNKEEPER 

Host  of  inn  beside  the  highroad — 
Humble  is  my  chosen  lot; 

If  my  guests  be  few  or  many. 
Matters  not. 

I  will  live  my  life  sincerely, 

Helping  those  upon  the  road. 

Who  for  food  and  rest  come  seeking 
My  abode. 

Be  it  rich  man  from  a  palace, 

I  will  give  him  of  my  store ; 

Asking  of  him  poor  man’s  payment. 
Nothing  more. 

Be  it  beggar,  be  it  outcast. 

Hungry,  homeless,  seeking  cheer. 

He  shall  share  a  loaf  at  even 
With  me  here. 

If  the  thirsty  seek  refreshment. 

And  to  me  they  hold  their  cup, 

I  will  with  the  wine  of  laughter 
Fill  it  up. 
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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


If  tlie  wounded  come  for  comfort. 
Feebly  moaning  In  distress, 

I  will  give  them  of  my  spikenard — 
Happiness. 

Priceless  wine  and  priceless  ointment. 
Gifts  of  healing  he  may  win. 

Who  shall  seek  the  open  portals 
Of  my  inn. 

Thus  I’ll  live  beside  the  highroad. 
Happy  in  my  chosen  lot; 

If  my  guest  be  prince  or  peasant. 
Matters  not. 
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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


THY  DREAMS 

What  are  thy  dreams? 

The  distant  echo  of  a  heavenly  song; 

A  glimpse  of  color  from  the  rainbow’d  throne ; 

A  whisper  from  an  angel  visitant, 

Bidding  thee  strive  ’till  thou  art  perfect  grown. 

What  are  thy  dreams? 

A  guide  to  lead  thee  up  the  mountain  height ; 

A  finger  pointing  out  an  unknown  way; 

A  flaming  beacon  in  the  lonely  dark; 

A  hint,  at  midnight,  of  the  coming  day. 

What  are  thy  dreams? 

They  are  the  visions  God  hath  granted  thee 
To  keep  thy  soul,  and  give  it  strength  anew; 
They  are  the  works  thou  shalt  achieve  some  day. 
Somehow— sometime — somewhere — they  must 
come  true. 
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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


THE  BURNT  LANDS 

Up  from  the  southern  borders. 

Swept  by  the  northern  breeze. 

There  stretch  the  dreary  burnt  lands, 

The  Waterloo  of  the  trees. 

Great  was  the  needless  slaughter ; 

Never  was  wrong  more  plain 

Than  that  of  the  wasted  forest. 

As  it  lies  in  the  autumn  rain. 

Blackened,  and  charred,  and  broken. 

Green  it  had  been  and  broad, 

A  wondrous  gift  to  the  Northland, 

From  the  bountiful  hand  of  God. 

They  should  fear,  as  they  pass  the  burnt  lands — 
They  who  have  killed  the  trees; 

He,  who  considers  the  lilies. 

Hath  taken  account  of  these. 

There  is  never  a  fallen  aspen, 

There  is  never  a  broken  pine, 

But  God  will  avenge  it  duly — 

In  the  North  that  is  yours  and  mine. 
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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


GOD’S  MUSICIAN 

Strike  true  thy  notes  in  God’s  great  symphony ! 
What  matters  if  they  make  but  minor  chord. 

Or  one  light  trill,  then  silence  ’till  the  end? 

Not  thine  to  say  how  thou  shalt  draw  Life’s  soul 
From  out  the  strings,  but  thine  to  keep  in  tune 
The  instrument  intrusted  to  thy  care; 

To  keep  thy  fingers  firm  upon  the  bow. 

Ready  to  strike  those  notes  which  only  thou 
Of  all  the  universe  canst  strike  aright. 

With  love  the  Great  Musician  set  thy  part — 

Gay  laughter’s  lilt,  or  sigh  from  sorrow’s  heart. 
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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


UNDONE 

0  Life,  stay  thy  hand!  Hast  thou  no  pity?  None 
For  vision-eyed  Youth  as  he  pleads  on  his  knee 
That  thou  spare  him  his  dreams?  Oh,  canst  thou 
not  see 

How  he  is  undone? 

See  his  wounds!  How  thy  shackles  have  crippled  his 
feet 

That  the  sandals  of  Mercury  well  might  have 
worn! 

And  his  fair,  rosy  hands;  they  are  broken  and 
torn: 

0  Life,  is  it  meet? 

Withhold !  Thou  hast  cruelly  cut  to  his  heart 
With  thy  fierce  knotted  lash;  is  it  nothing  to  thee 
That  Youth  was  once  kin  both  to  me  and  to  thee? 

Let  Age  take  thy  smart. 

Life,  what  hast  thou  done?  Never  more  gay  and  free 
Shall  he  fare,  culling  flowers  with  glad,  eager 
hands. 

On  his  heart  there  are  scars  God  alone  understands; 

Now  he  is  as  we. 
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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


AUTUMN  STREETS 

Grey  above,  and  grey  below, 
Boisterous  winds  ablowing; 

Chip  of  sparrow,  call  of  crow. 

At  the  short  day’s  going. 

Avenues  in  yellow  robes. 

Gifts  of  elm  and  maple; 

Veils  of  tender,  brooding  mist, 
Silvertone  and  purple. 

Autumn  time  in  city  streets. 
Joyous  children  calling 

As  they  scamper  for  the  burrs. 
From  the  chestnut  falling. 

Huckster’s  loads  of  golden  squash. 
Beets,  to  crimson  blushing. 

Brown  potatoes,  soiled  and  rude. 
Smart  tomatoes  crushing. 

Sweaters  gay  and  football  gear. 
Boys  and  girls  agiowing. 

As  they  hurry  to  the  games ; 

Tell  of  Autumn’s  going. 
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Autumn  in  the  city  streets — 

Like  a  queen  she  passes; 

You  may  mark  the  way  she  takes. 
By  the  withered  grasses. 
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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


FRIENDSHIP 

Our  paths  have  met  at  last.  Oh  friend  of  mine. 
And  now  we  stand 

And  look  with  love  into  each  other’s  eyes. 
While  hand  clasps  hand. 

I  knew  not  if  our  ways  should  ever  meet. 

But  this  I  knew. 

That  you  through  all  the  years  were  loving  me. 
As  I  loved  you. 

As  I  sought  you,  so  you  were  seeking  me 
Along  life’s  road. 

And  in  the  loving  search  sometimes  forgot 
Thy  heavy  load. 

Here  we  have  found  each  other,  but  our  ways 
Lie  far  apart; 

Only  to-day  may  we  stand  hand  in  hand. 

As  heart  to  heart. 

To  -morrow  we  shall  travel  different  roads 
Until  the  end: 

But  at  the  portals  of  Eternity 
I’ll  meet  you,  friend. 


W 


The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


THE  PRICE 

Ah,  I  had  been  a  fool  to  say  him  nay. 

And  shiver  in  the  ill-assorted  rags 
That  poor  maids  know  who  earn  their  daily  bread. 
This  gorgeous  room  he  chose  for  me,  who  lived 
In  the  cold  attic  of  a  tenement. 

Where  doors  ill-hinged  let  icy  demons  in 
When  winds  blew  wild  and  high  o’  winter  nights. 
This  gown  he  gave,  and  this  great  rope  of  pearls 
A  queen  might  wear,  he  hung  about  my  neck.  . 
The  room  grows  close.  I’ll  set  the  door  ajar.  .  .  . 
Surely  it  is  not  locked? — Ah,  he  was  fearful  harm 
Might  come  to  me  when  he  was  from  my  side.  .  . 

The  storm  drives  hard  without.  .  .  .  Was  that 

a  moan? 

Someone  is  beating  at  the  window  pane. 

And  crying  piteously.  The  frame  is  barred.  .  .  . 
I  cannot  move  it;  I  am  fastened  in. 

Was  that  Love’s  voice  I  heard?  Is  that  his  hand 
Beating  the  casement,  while  I  helpless  stand 
Bound  of  my  own  free  will  by  ropes  of  pearls? 

Fool  that  I  was,  to  dream  I  still  was  free! 

Ah,  Love,  dear  Love,  you  cry  to  me  in  vain; 

My  soul,  outcast,  moans  near  you  in  the  rain. 
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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


LAKE  SIMCOE  BEACHES 

Dust  and  smoke  of  the  city  street. 

And  the  red  sun  glaring  down; 

Polluted  winds,  and  wanton  leaves. 

In  the  parks  of  the  sun-worn  town. 

Then  it’s  “Hey  for  the  place  where  the  blue  waves 
dance. 

And  chase  up  the  sandy  reaches!” 

And  it’s  “Hey  for  the  breeze  blowing  cool  and  sweet 
On  the  broad  Lake  Simcoe  beaches!” 

Noise  and  hum  of  a  thousand  looms. 

And  street  cries  weird  and  shrill; 

The  crowded  ways  of  wealth  and  toil. 

Where  man  is  never  still. 

Then  it’s  “Ho,  for  the  youth  and  his  red  canoe. 

And  the  song  that  his  laughter  teaches!” 

And  it’s  “Ho,  for  the  tune  of  his  mandolin. 

As  he  plays  on  the  Simcoe  beaches!  ” 

Break  of  waves  on  the  old  grey  stones. 

The  call  of  the  gull  and  plover; 

The  joyous  shout  of  the  child  at  play. 

And  the  soft  tones  of  the  lover. 


12 
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Here  s  to  them  all  as  the  sun  goes  down. 

And  the  moon  love’s  lesson  teaches. 

As  it  kisses  the  waves,  and  the  willow’d  shores 
Of  the  old  Lake  Simcoe  beaches. 


13 


The  Land  oj  the  Northern  Men 


SHORT  CUTS 

Like  a  green  velvet  carpet  for  royalty’s  feet. 

The  lawns  spread  their  richness  up  by-way  and 
street; 

The  grass-fingers  waved  to  the  new-risen  sun; 

The  clovers  sang  greeting  to  day  just  begun. 

Oh,  the  green  velvet  carpet ;  men  rushed  through  the 
square. 

And  tore  a  great  rent  in  the  sod  fabric  there; 

The  grasses  lay  trodden,  their  little  lives  done, 

Their  madrigal  hushed  ere  it  well  had  begun. 

Oh,  the  short  cuts  we  take!  And  why  hurry  along, 

And  miss  the  refrain  of  the  wonderful  song 

Earth  sings  to  her  children  when  life’s  hours  are 
gold? 

With  night  comes  the  darkness,  and  silence,  and 
cold. 
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AU  REVOIR 

(To  tke  Memory  of  the  late  Joseph  Oliver.) 

Friendship,  turn  your  head  away. 
Hide  the  falling  tears; 

Memory  will  hold  his  touch 
All  adown  the  years. 

She  will  bring  his  voice  again, 

When  the  days  are  grey; 

You  will  know  he  is  not  dead. 

Only  gone  away. 

Love,  the  Guardian  at  the  door. 
Knows  the  way  he  went; 

She  has  said  that  all  is  well — 

You  may  be  content. 

Friendship,  give  the  world  your  hand; 

Follow  while  you  may. 

Truth  and  Love,  their  torches  lit. 
Wait  to  show  the  way. 
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MARJORIE  PICKTHALL 

“Oh,  little  wings,  beat  home,  beat  home.” 

The  singer  ceased  her  song,  and,  list’ning,  heard 
The  summons  of  the  One  who  calls  the  soul 
Back  to  its  place,  like  the  migrating  bird. 

“Beat  home,  beat  home,”  the  pinions  slow  unfold. 
Lift  up  through  clouds  of  pain  and  earthly  bars, 
Then,  spreading  wide,  drift  out  beyond  the  stars. 
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THE  BEACH  DWELLER 

Ripple  the  tiny  waves  up  to  my  cottage. 

Calling  me,  luring  me  far  from  the  shore ; 

Out  where  the  wild  gulls  scream. 

Out  where  the  blue  waves  gleam. 

Rocking  the  earth-weary  sky  evermore. 

Angry  the  waters  that  rush  at  my  cabin; 
Wave-fingers  snatch  at  the  stones  of  my  floor; 
Storm  froth  comes  lashing  in. 

Storm  fiends  come  dashing  in. 

Shrieking  “We  win;  you  are  ours  evermore.” 

Calm  and  serene  I  abide  in  my  dwelling. 

Look  out  and  mock  at  the  tempest  and  roar; 
Vain  all  the  waves’  deceit. 

Vain  all  the  tempest’s  beat; 

Love  holds  me  safe  in  my  cot  on  the  shore. 
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RECALLED 

The  messenger  is  come;  I  am  recalled. 

Somewhere  beyond  the  skyline  there  awaits 
The  Saviour’s  unveiled  face,  and  precious  peace 
Beyond  all  understanding;  yet  I  pause 
And  would  defer  my  going  one  short  hour. 

I  would  pray  Azrael  that  he  fold  his  wings 
The  while  I  wander  down  the  woodland  ways, 

And  listen  to  the  madrigals  of  birds. 

Some  precious  moments  I  have  wish  to  spend 
Where  tempests  beat  against  the  giant  hills. 

Earth  is  so  beautiful!  Methought  at  times 
I  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  Creator’s  face 
Amid  the  lily-pads  by  rush-fringed  shore. 

At  times  the  city  avenues  have  gleamed 
With  tender  radiance  that  seemed  divine. 

How  could  I  dream  I  should  not  see  again 

The  springtime  wake  their  tree-tops  with  her  kiss? 

I  have  prized  life;  the  gifts  the  Master  gave 
Have  been  full  dear  to  me;  the  tender  touch 
Of  love  upon  my  lips,  and  joy  of  youth 
Made  bright  the  days  e’en  when  the  skies  were  grey. 
Yet  it  is  well  in  glad,  sweet  hours  to  go. 

Life’s  eve  is  drear  and  chill — ’tis  better  so. 
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The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


GLACIER  INN 

Remote,  romantic,  grey  and  dim. 

At  the  old  world’s  crown  stands  Glacier  Inn. 

The  engines  shriek;  the  strong  brakes  hold. 

One  moment  more  and  the  mountain  cold 
Gives  greeting  keen  in  the  hour  of  dawn; 

The  train  through  the  purple  dark  speeds  on. 

But  we  stand  alone  ere  day  begin 
At  the  open  door  of  Glacier  Inn. 

Somewhere  the  streams  are  rushing  down; 

Their  voice  we  hear,  but  the  mountain’s  crown 
Holds  back  the  light  of  the  coming  dawn; 

The  moon  to  the  foot  of  the  world  has  gone. 

The  snow-clad  peaks  are  sad  and  grim. 

We  turn  for  cheer  to  Glacier  Inn. 

The  fire  leaps  high  in  the  chimney  place; 

Mine  host  awaits  with  a  friendly  face; 

We  drink  his  health  from  the  goblets  slim. 

And  crave  the  rest  of  his  famous  inn. 

Angels  of  slumber  gather  there, 

Angels  of  healing  fill  the  air, 
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Care  from  her  throne  in  the  brain  is  hurled. 

And  dreams  float  down  from  the  top  o’  the  world. 
Sweet  is  the  rest  a  soul  may  win 
Who  seeks  God’s  peace  at  Glacier  Inn. 

He  finds  a  balm  for  all  his  woes 

Who  knocks  at  the  Inn  of  Eternal  Snows. 
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CHIEF  MORNING  STAR 

When  he  stands  in  the  castles  of  splendor. 
Of  the  heirs  of  the  home-land  a  guest. 
Will  he  think  of  the  younger  son’s  portion. 
The  broad,  gleaming  land  of  the  West? 

Adieu!  The  last  word  has  been  spoken; 

The  trees  drop  their  mantles  of  red. 

And  stand  sad  and  grey  on  the  hillside. 
Their  brightness  and  gaiety  fled. 

Farewell!  The  plains  wave  and  are  silent, 
The  mountains  grow  sombre  and  grim. 
The  wide  lakes  are  grieving  and  sighing. 
The  blue  of  their  water  grown  dim. 

The  North  Wind,  with  boisterous  swagger. 
Is  shouting  “good-bye”  in  the  gales. 

And  flinging  the  snow-cloud’s  confetti 
For  luck,  after  Edward  of  Wales. 

The  young  warrior  chief  has  departed; 

The  rivers  mourn  many  a  mile; 
Henceforward  how  cheerless  their  journey. 
When  lit  not  by  “Morning  Star’s”  smile. 
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May  the  Great  Spirit  give  him  good  hunting. 
And  a  strong  arm  whose  bow  never  fails; 
May  the  tribes  wait  not  long  the  returning 
Of  young  “Morning  Star”  of  the  trails. 


When  he  stands  in  the  castles  of  splendor. 
Of  the  heirs  of  the  home-land  a  guest. 
Will  he  think  of  the  younger  son’s  portion. 
The  broad,  gleaming  land  of  the  West? 
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TWO  SPRINGTIMES 

Lilacs  and  laughter  and  love. 

Birds  in  the  spring  o’  the  year; 
Sunshine  and  gladness  and  youth. 
Tender  the  heart  songs  and  dear 

Lilacs  and  sadness  and  tears. 
Graves  in  a  far,  foreign  land; 
The  grey,  the  mist  and  the  rain 
God  teach  us  to  understand. 
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THE  WILDERNESS  TRAIL 

There’s  a  trail  in  the  northern  wilderness, 

Where  the  pines  and  the  poplars  grow. 

Where  the  forest  stream  sings  through  the  glades. 
And  the  winds  make  murmur  low. 

As  they  pass  like  ghosts  through  the  vale  of  leaves. 
And  lose  themselves  in  the  gloom 
Of  the  deep  wood  haunts  of  the  forest  folk. 

Whose  carpet  is  partridge  bloom — 

A  trail  where  the  wild  vine  reaches  out 
And  climbs  up  the  broken  stem. 

To  hide  its  shame  and  ugliness 
With  an  emerald  diadem. 

Who  takes  the  trail  through  the  vale  of  leaves. 

And  follows  the  wind  through  the  gloom. 

May  find  perchance  the  youth  he  lost. 

Asleep  on  the  partridge  bloom. 

Who  climbs  to  the  pines  may  catch  the  smile 
Of  joy  ere  he  clambers  down. 

And  a  blessing  take  if  he  can  but  touch 
The  hem  of  her  radiant  gown. 

My  secret  know — when  the  world  was  young 
I  passed  down  the  northern  trail. 

And  gave  my  love  to  the  singing  stream. 

My  troth  to  the  leaf-gowned  vale. 
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THE  SEARCHER 

Heart  of  my  heart,  I  surely  did  not  miss  you. 

As  down  the  path  of  life  I  made  my  way ; 

I  listened  for  your  laugh  when  days  were  golden. 
And  for  your  sigh  when  skies  were  cold  and  grey. 
In  busy  streets  I  scanned  the  passing  faces. 

Hoping  perchance  my  other  self  was  there; 

I’ve  waited  for  your  step  in  lonely  places. 

In  wards  of  weariness,  in  paths  of  care. 

Yet  is  my  search  in  vain;  this  plane  is  empty; 

I  did  not  miss  you  as  I  passed  along; 

You  were  not  in  the  sad  and  lonely  places; 

You  were  not  in  the  busy,  careless  throng. 

Life  of  my  life,  where  was  it  we  were  sundered? 

What  was  the  power  that  rent  the  souls  apart. 
And  hurled  the  dual  fragments  down  the  ages. 

Each  prisoned  in  an  aching  human  heart? 

Are  you  ahead,  or  are  you  far  behind  me? 

This  sun  is  slowly  dipping  to  the  west; 

I  found  you  not  at  morn,  nor  at  the  mid-day; 

Now  darkness  comes — perchance,  with  darkness, 
rest. 

When  I  awake,  I  would  the  search  were  ended. 

That  you  were  with  me  in  that  other  place. 

Our  broken  soul  united  and  made  perfect — 

So  might  it  pass  in  peace  before  His  face. 
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A  HARVEST  SONG 

Come  out  to  the  dance  of  the  harvest  fields; 

Leave  warehouse,  and  shop,  and  street; 

Away,  where  the  berries  nod  and  glow. 

And  the  winds  blow  fresh  and  sweet. 

Come  out  to  the  fields  where  the  graceful  rye 
Is  doing  a  minuet; 

She  bows,  advances,  retreats,  returns. 

To  the  tune  of  the  castanet 

That  the  fence-rail  plays,  as  the  merry  wind 
Thrums  on  his  bark  guitar; 

While  the  crows  beat  time  with  their  flapping  wings. 
And  call  to  their  mates  afar. 

The  sunflower  is  donning  her  golden  gown ; 

The  corn  wears  his  stately  plume; 

The  fields  are  holding  the  carnival 
They  staged  in  the  month  of  June. 

Come  join  in  the  dance  of  the  ripened  wheat; 

Leave  care  in  the  city’s  thrall; 

Bring  Laughter  gay,  and  Thankfulness — 

For  the  fields  hold  carnival. 
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WHERE  MY  LOVE  SLEEPS 

Winds  of  the  night,  whisper  tenderly,  tenderly. 
Where  my  Love  sleeps ; 

Nightingale,  happy  be; 

Flit  not  too  silently; 

Sing  thou  a  song  for  me. 

Where  my  Love  sleeps. 

Moon  of  the  night,  guard  thou  faithfully,  faithfully. 
Where  my  Love  sleeps ; 

Leave  him  not  there  alone. 

Where  the  cold  winds  make  moan 
Over  the  rough-hewn  stone 
Where  my  Love  sleeps. 

Angels  of  night,  guard  thou  lovingly,  lovingly. 
Where  my  Love  sleeps. 

In  that  far  land  of  fears. 

In  that  sad  place  of  tears. 

Watch  ye  through  all  the  years 
Where  my  Love  sleeps. 
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ASPENS 

Leave  me  to  dream.  Think  you  I  care 

For  the  moonbeam’s  dance  on  a  southern  sea, 
Or  the  silhouette  of  the  lofty  palm? 

Its  stately  beauty  wearies  me, 

I  dream  of  the  aspens  with  leaves  aquiver. 

As  they  greet  the  dawn  by  the  Rideau  River. 

The  friendly  aspens — their  slender  forms. 
Clothed  for  the  springtime  in  tender  hue; 
(God,  how  their  memory  scorns  the  years! 

How  it  seizes  and  wrings  the  heart  of  you  I) 
Aspens,  as  fair  as  the  Northland  daughters. 
Watching  for  aye  o’er  the  Rideau  waters. 

Leave  me  to  dream.  An  exile  1, 

Far  from  the  land  of  my  childhood  years; 

The  northern  lakes,  and  the  northern  skies — 

I  see  them  yet  through  a  mist  of  tears; 

And  I  see  the  aspens  with  leaves  aquiver. 

As  they  fan  the  cheek  of  the  dawn-kissed  river. 
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SUFFICIENCY 

A  little  toil,  a  little  laughter; 

Fret  not  thyself  for  the  hereafter; 

Life’  s  simple  joys  for  thee  were  blest — 
In  God’s  own  hand  leave  thou  the  rest. 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

PAULINE  JOHNSON 

(Died  Marck  7th,  1913.) 

Where  the  pines  whisper  and  murmur  for  ever. 
Where  through  the  long  night  the  wild  surges  weep. 

Where  the  birds  sing  in  the  dear,  happy  springtime. 
Gently  they  laid  her  and  left  her  to  sleep. 

Mayhap  the  bees,  in  the  summertime  humming. 
Sing  her  a  song  of  the  forest  and  hill ; 

Mayhap  the  squirrels  may  pause  in  their  scamper. 
Saddened  by  sound  of  the  wind’s  mourning  still. 

Mayhap  the  shades  of  the  warriors  departed 
Gather  at  midnight  about  the  rough  stone. 

Chanting  the  songs  she  once  sang  of  her  people. 
Chanting  a  dirge  of  a  race  that  has  gone. 

When  the  sun  sets  on  the  lone  world  of  waters. 
Changing  to  crimson  its  deep,  sombre  blue. 

Mayhap  a  mourner  may  come  with  a  chaplet. 
Telling  the  love  of  a  nation  anew. 

“Pauline,”  the  name  graven  deep  on  the  field-stone; 
“Pauline,”  Beloved,  what  need  is  for  more? 

Canada’s  heart  needs  no  other  reminder 

Than  that  simple  word  on  the  stone  by  the  shore. 
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CHATTANOOGA 

Chattanooga,  we  must  leave  you ; 

Tis  the  hour  to  say  farewell ; 

But  the  memory  of  your  beauty 
In  our  hearts  shall  ever  dwell. 

Chattanooga,  of  the  Southland, 

We  belong  to  Arctic  pine. 

To  the  boundless  golden  prairies; 

Yet  a  wreath  for  you  we  twine. 

Chattanooga,  by  the  river. 

Oft  our  thoughts  of  you  shall  be; 
Though  we  drift  on  the  St.  Lawrence, 
We  shall  sing  of  Tennessee. 

Chattanooga,  of  the  mountains. 

Yours  the  love  of  Northern  clime; 
Yours  the  truth  and  the  devotion 
Of  a  friendship  deep  and  fine. 

On  the  hills  your  dead  are  sleeping 
In  a  silence  none  may  break; 
“Somewhere”  too  our  sons  are  lying; 
Hush!  T’was  all  for  Freedom’s  sake. 
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Chattanooga,  of  the  Southland, 
Northern  men  must  bid  adieu; 

But  when  Memory  turns  her  pages. 
There’ll  be  loving  thoughts  of  you. 
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MOTHER'S  BOYS 

It  happens  this  way,  as  a  rule. 

At  our  house:  Bill  comes  first  from  school; 

He  bangs  the  door  with  an  awful  slam. 

Flings  down  his  books  and  yells:  “Where’s  Mam?’’ 

Then  next  comes  Ted — he’s  just  turned  ten — 

And  always  calls  his  playmates  “men”; 

He  takes  the  steps  with  a  “hip  hurrah,” 

Then  stands  stock  still  and  shouts:  “Hey,  Ma!” 

Then  in  comes  Ben  from  upper  school — 

He’s  just  as  hateful  as  a  mule — 

He  pulls  my  hair  and  laughs  “Haw,  haw! 

How’s  sissy  girl  to-day? — Where’s  Maw?” 

And  last  comes  father,  stern  and  grim ; 

Ben  can’t  take  liberties  with  him. 

He  looks  in  one  room,  then  another. 

Then  frowns  and  asks,  “Boys,  where’s  your  mother?” 
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MY  LADY  TWILIGHT 

A  hush  of  the  wind,  and  the  moon  gone  to  rest; 

A  star  standing  pale  on  the  heavenly  way ; 

The  harebells  are  swaying;  the  flowers  hear  her 
pass — 

Sweet,  she  is  here;  it  is  day. 

An  eye  of  the  azure,  a  robe  of  the  cloud. 

Soft  flushed  by  the  kiss  of  the  West’s  rosy  light; 
Full  mocking  her  smile  is  and  airy  her  wave— 

Love,  she  has  gone;  it  is  night. 
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AT  THE  DIVIDE 

Comrades  we,  through  a  summer  day. 

But  now,  as  the  sun  goes  down. 

My  path  leads  up  to  the  mountain  ridge. 

And  yours  winds  down  through  the  town. 

Your  way  will  be  bright  with  a  thousand  lights. 
And  mine  be  lit  by  a  star; 

Your  music,  the  sob  of  the  violins. 

Mine,  the  wail  of  the  wind’s  guitar. 

Laughter  and  song  shall  be  your  guests. 
Endurance  and  hope  be  mine; 

Your  health  I’ll  drink  in  the  mountain  brook. 
And  you  will  pledge  in  wine. 

Yours  the  mosaic  of  marble  halls. 

Mine  the  rug  of  the  mosses  green; 

Yours  will  be  vistas  ’twlxt  stately  walls. 

And  mine  be  the  valley’s  sheen. 

Yours  will  be  wealth  that  the  world  can  buy; 
Mine,  the  treasures  that  come  from  God, 

The  sunrise  over  the  distant  hills. 

And  the  violets  blue,  on  the  sod. 
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But  somewhere,  at  last,  our  paths  shall  meet. 
Some  day,  as  the  sun  goes  down. 

When  I  have  climbed  up  the  forest  slope. 

And  you  have  gone  through  the  town. 

Somewhere,  over  the  Great  Divide, 

Where  the  mist-wreaths  flee  from  the  sun. 
There  are  daisied  meadows  and  dreamy  vales. 
And  all  paths  merge  into  one. 

We  shall  walk,  hands  clasped,  as  the  children  do. 
And  run,  where  the  road  dips  down; 

So  pray  “God  speed”  as  I  climb  the  ridge; 

God  guide  you,  dear,  through  the  town. 
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DOORS 

Lonely  we  tread  through  hostel  corridors. 

Silent,  and  bare,  and  bleak;  walls  stare  at  us 
As  cold  and  hard  as  disillusioned  eyes 
Of  women  love  has  wronged ;  portals,  firm  locked. 
Stand  guard  lest  any  ray  of  kindliness 
Shall  reach  our  weary  hearts;  a  feeble  light 
Shines  out  to  guide  our  feet  toward  one  door 
Of  all  the  many,  that  will  ope  for  us — 
Inhospitable  door,  where  guests  depart. 

But  none  through  it  return!  Happy  are  we, 

If,  as  we  near  that  light,  we  find  a  friend. 

One  who  will  grieve  that  we  so  soon  must  go. 

And  lay  detaining  hands  upon  our  arm. 

E’en  though  the  gate  has  swung  to  let  us  pass. 
Thus  do  we  go  through  life;  adown  the  years 
We  walk  alone;  the  hearts  we  touch  are  locked. 
How  can  we  tell  in  which  one  dwells  a  friend? 

Our  knocking  is  not  answered,  and  we  take 
Our  lonely  way,  unknowing,  and  unknown. 
Blessed  are  we  if  Friendship  comes  to  us. 

E’en  for  a  moment,  ere  we  reach  the  end. 

Where  faith  with  feeble  flame  lights  up  the  path 
That  leads  across  the  dark — yea,  blessed  indeed ! 
The  bolted  door,  the  doubly-guarded  heart. 

How  oft  they  keep  two  would-be  friends  apart. 
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WEARINESS 

I  am  so  tired — so  tired,  dear  Lord,  to-night; 

I’ve  travelled  up  and  down  since  dawning  light; 
Long  since  the  sun  has  journeyed  down  the  west. 
And  I,  alone  and  weary,  long  for  rest. 

I  was  so  busy.  Lord,  that  I  forgot 
That  work  unblessed  by  Thee  availeth  not; 

I  was  so  eager  to  do  greater  part. 

That  I  forgot  Thy  words,  “Give  me  thine  heart.” 

And  now  the  night  is  here!  I  come  to  Thee; 

Dear  Lord,  wilt  Thou  forgive  and  comfort  me? 
Humbly  I  ask  of  Thee  to  take  my  load 
And  guide  my  footsteps  on  the  dreary  road. 

Lord,  if  to-morrow  hold  hard  task  for  me, 

I  pray  that  strength  and  skill  may  come  from 
Thee; 

Thus,  when  day  closes,  I  may  see  Thy  smile. 

And  hear  Thy  gracious  words,  “Come,  rest 
awhile.” 
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BEREAVED 

He  was  my  music — how  could  winds  be  eerie 
That  bore  his  laughter  and  his  joyous  song? 

He  was  my  sunlight — how  could  days  be  dreary? 

His  radiant  smile  must  scatter  mists  ere  long. 

He  was  my  heaven — could  my  soul  be  weary 
That  felt  his  presence  in  the  passing  throng? 

God !  Can  it  be  that  I  must  live  without  him, 

Live  on  bereft  of  all  that  makes  earth  bright?  \ 

Henceforth  the  chill,  the  silence,  and  the  darkness — 

Hush!  He  sends  starlight  to  the  purple  night. 
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SEPARATED 

Dearie,  the  yellow  fog  fell  on  our  pathway. 

Pitiless  fog,  hiding  all  things  from  sight; 

You  could  find  me,  but  I  could  not  find  you — - 
Wretchedly  lost  were  we  both  in  the  night. 

Dearie,  I  held  out  my  hands  in  the  darkness. 

Soft,  baby  hands  that  were  seeking  their  own; 

All  that  they  felt  was  the  touch  of  an  alien. 

There  in  the  fog  where  I  whimpered  alone. 

Dearie,  my  heart  cried  to  you  through  the  blackness ; 

Never  a  mothering  call  did  it  hear; 

Only  the  voice  of  a  stranger  made  answer; 

Only  the  form  of  a  stranger  was  near. 

Hopelessly  lost  have  we  been  to  each  other. 

Lost  in  the  darkness  that  never  would  lift; 

Both  of  us  groping,  tear-blind,  down  the  highway. 
Life  is  a  road  where  the  yellow  mists  drift. 

Now,  as  I  near  the  last  stage  of  the  journey. 

Sudden  the  clouds  break,  and  setting  sun’s  gleam 
Shows  me  your  form,  on  the  road  very  near  me. 

But  there’s  a  gorge  and  a  torrent  between. 
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Yet  it  is  better  at  last  to  have  seen  you. 

Better  to  know  you  were  longing  for  me ; 

E’en  though  the  gorge  be  as  deep  as  the  mountains. 
E’en  though  the  torrent  be  wide  as  the  sea. 

Dearie,  don’t  fret;  there  is  yet  a  hereafter. 

When  o’er  our  graves  rests  the  pitying  sod ; 

We  shall  be  walking  hands  clasped  in  the  sunlight, 
Down  the  flowered  paths  of  the  Garden  of  God. 


41 


The  Land  of  the  Northern  Men 


MIST  AND  MAPLE 

There  is  mist  upon  the  maples. 

There  is  fog  along  the  shore, 

For  the  paddle  dip  is  silent; 

Comes  the  voyageur  no  more. 

Oh,  the  sadness  of  the  maples ; 

How  their  leaves  sway  drearily; 

Oh,  the  moaning  of  the  west  wind. 

As  he  rocks  them  wearily. 

While  the  sombre  hills  stand  brooding. 
In  a  silence  cold  and  grey — 

Lonely  for  the  well-loved  footstep. 

On  their  narrow,  flower-strewn  way. 

Gone  the  voyageur  for  ever! 

Silent  evermore  his  call! 

Dead  the  ashes  of  his  camp-fire. 

Where  it  gleamed  above  the  fall  1 

In  a  foreign  land  he’s  lying. 

Covered  by  an  alien  sod. 

But  his  soul  is  safe  for  ever 
On  the  sun-lit  hills  of  God. 
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There  is  mist  upon  the  maples. 
There  is  fog  along  the  shore; 
For  the  paddle  dip  is  silent — 
Comes  the  voyageur  no  more 
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THE  ETERNAL  BALANCE 

Yesterday — a  crust  of  bread. 

And  youth’s  bright  dreams  for  future  years; 

To-day— a  banquet’s  costly  spread, 

And  disappointment’s  bitter  tears. 

Yesterday — an  empty  purse. 

With  joy,  and  hope,  and  faith  in  friends; 

To-day — a  million’s  doubtful  worth. 

And  only  money’s  power  defends. 

Yesterday — a  simple  life. 

With  love’s  dear  hand  to  soothe  and  bless; 

To-day — a  whirl  of  tawdry  cares. 

An  aching  heart,  and — loneliness. 
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SALVATOR 

God  make  thee  great  of  heart;  then,  should  thy  friend 
Slip  in  the  mire,  or  fall  amongst  the  thorns. 

Thou  shalt  not  dread  the  slime  or  rending  brier. 

But  boldly  stoop  and  seize  his  nerveless  hand 
In  friendship’s  grasp,  and  bring  him  to  his  feet. 

Thy  love  for  him  an  ample  cloak  shall  be 
To  hide  his  degredation,  and  thy  truth 
A  stream  of  living  water,  that  shall  cleanse 
His  lacerated  heart  and  sin-soiled  soul. 
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IN  SUMMER 

Once  more  lilacs  blossom  and  robins  are  here; 

I  sit  in  my  garden,  my  dog  lying  near. 

Once  more  lilacs  blossom,  and  warm  breezes  play. 
But  the  home  nest  is  empty,  the  children  away. 
Once  more  lilacs  blossom,  but  June  time  seems  old; 
When  home  nests  are  empty,  the  sunlight  is  cold. 
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TEMPLES 

A  great  cathedral,  arched  and  dim  of  light, 

A  chanting  choir  in  raiment  angel  white; 

A  band  of  acolytes  in  vestments  red, 

A  smoke  of  incense  floating  overhead ; 

A  rich-robed  priest,  hand  raised  in  gesture  quaint. 
To  bless  alike  the  sinner  and  the  saint; 

A  city  temple — lowly  bend  thy  knee; 

Perchance  the  blessing  may  descend  on  thee. 

A  dome  of  living  green,  with  sunlight  flecked, 

A  floor  of  moss  by  tiny  ferns  bedecked ; 

A  hermit  thrush,  a  burst  of  joyous  song, 

A  little  stream  that  purls  its  way  along; 

A  fragrance  faint  of  dogwood  and  of  brier 
Wafting  its  way  to  God,  like  prayer’s  desire; 
Prostrate  thy  form,  for  this  is  holy  ground; 

In  Nature’s  temple  God’s  own  peace  is  found. 
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BLUEBERRIES 

The  little  berries  spread  a  purple  pall, 

In  color  richer  than  the  Tyrian  dye. 

Over  the  blackened  limbs  of  wasted  pines 
That  lie  so  stark  and  ghostly  in  the  sun. 

God’s  little  berries — trusted  envoys  they 
Who  bear  a  message  solemn  of  import. 

That  He  who  slumbers  not  doth  not  forget 
The  wrongs  of  anything  that  He  hath  made. 
Silent  they  creep  through  spaces  drear  and  dread. 
To  wrap  in  royal  cloaks  the  forest  dead. 
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A  LOVE  SONG 

Come  away,  my  love;  come  away  with  me; 

The  day  is  hushed  and  the  sun  gone  down; 
The  busy  marts  have  silent  grown; 

The  stars  look  down  on  a  weary  town. 

Come  away,  my  love;  we  will  find  a  path 
To  lead  us  down  to  the  silver  streams; 

We  will  build  a  boat,  we  will  sail  away 
To  that  wonderful  place,  the  realm  of  dreams. 

Come  away,  my  love ;  come  away  with  me ; 

Lay  your  weary  head  on  my  waiting  breast; 
The  night  grows  dark,  and  the  winds  blow  chill. 
When  stars  keep  watch — then  love  is  best. 
Come,  drift  with  me  on  the  silver  tide. 

The  tide  of  silence,  still  and  deep; 

Find  rest,  dear  love,  in  my  circling  arms 
As  we  waft  away  to  the  land  of  sleep. 
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PLAYMATES 

A  little  dog,  a  little  cat, 

A  little  boy — now,  think  of  that! 

They  come  to  visit  me  each  day. 

And  challenge  me  to  games  of  play. 

Then  I  forget  that  I  am  old. 

And  follow  down  the  pathway  gold 
Of  childhood,  where  all  common  things 
Are  wondrous  made,  by  fairy  wings 

That  brush  them  lightly  as  they  pass. 

The  humble  home,  the  plot  of  grass 
Becomes  a  castle  and  a  park; 

The  chipping  sparrow  is  a  lark. 

That  soars  above  the  fields  at  dawn; 

The  old,  white  hen  becomes  a  swan. 

We  reach  the  land  where  dreams  come  true. 
And  sun  shines  when  we  want  it  to. 

A  wondrous  path,  that  path  of  gold. 

Which  people  lose  when  they  grow  old : 

But  I  have  friends  that  lead  the  way. 

And  every  morning  come  to  play. 
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1  hey  cast  a  magic  spell,  and  lo! 

I  am  the  child  of  long  ago: 

A  little  dog,  a  little  cat, 

A  little  boy — now,  think  of  that! 
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VAGABONDAGE 

Give  me  gay  heart,  and  strength  for  faring, 

A  dog  and  a  friend,  and  I’ll  not  be  caring 
For  the  frown  or  smile  that  the  world  is  wearing. 

Then  be  it  rain  or  sunny  weather. 

Lowland  meadow  or  highland  heather — 

We  shall  happy  fare,  we  three  together. 

What  need  of  care  if  the  world  go  by  us? 

What  need  of  fear,  if  the  fates  defy  us? 

What  need  of  grief,  if  our  friends  deny  us? 

Life  is  ahead ;  we  shall  overtake  him. 

Drink  of  his  wine,  and  a  comrade  make  him ; 

Pledge  him  our  faith  and  then — forsake  him. 

Let  the  weakling  cringe  when  death  draws  near  him; 
We  shall  have  lived;  we  shall  not  fear  him. 

The  coward  may  plead,  but  there  s  none  will  hear 
him. 

We  shall  have  lived,  and  shall  not  be  caring. 

If  our  hearts  were  gay  and  our  courage  daring. 

That  death  companion  our  farther  faring. 
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WISDOM 

To  keep  alight  the  magic  lamp  of  youth 
Is  to  be  wise.  Learn  thou  the  children’s  joy. 

The  joy  of  simple  ways  and  simple  things. 

Past  rubles  prize  the  wealth  of  wayside  flowers. 

Nor  let  the  years,  like  witches,  weave  black  spells 
And  make  of  jewelled  petals  withered  leaves. 

Find  comrade  in  the  wind,  that  it  may  blow 
The  webs  of  care  from  off  thy  mind  and  heart. 
Companion  thou  with  birds.  Of  what  avail 
Thy  labor  or  thy  learning,  if  it  close 
Thine  ear  to  joyous  lilt  of  wood  and  stream? 

Guard  well  thine  oil  of  gladness.  Five  there  were 
Who  guarded  not,  and  starved  the  vital  flame; 

Their  punishment?  The  dark,  where  prayers  were 
vain. 
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HIS  FIANCEE 

So  fair  our  days  had  been,  so  sweet  the  flowers 
That  grew  about  our  pathway;  overhead. 

Willow  and  cedar  met  to  shield  from  showers 
And  sun  our  way  of  love  and  youth ;  ah,  dear. 

We  did  not  know  that  just  ahead  the  powers 
Of  Destiny  would  part  our  hands,  and  make 
Our  paths  to  sever  and  our  hearts  to  break. 

How  quickly  came  the  parting;  just  one  kiss 
Of  love  and  longing — just  one  backward  look 
Along  the  path,  that  memory  might  not  miss 
One  atom  of  its  sweetness — then  the  pain 
Of  everlasting  loneliness  like  this. 

Dear  love,  you  took  the  way  of  blood  and  tears. 
And  I  the  way  of  long,  grey  lonely  years. 

The  perfume  of  the  cedar  comes  at  night; 

It  whispers  to  my  heart,  “I  live  for  love,” 

As  once  you  whispered,  when  the  noon-day  light 
Flicked  through  the  branches.  Dear,  you  died 
instead. 

Forsook  me  for  the  cause  of  truth  and  right. 

Alas!  the  willows  yearn  a  cradle  bed! 

Only  in  dreams  I  kiss  a  baby  head. 
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YOU 

My  youth  has  gone? 

Ah  yes,  dear,  that  is  true; 

But  love  is  always  young. 

And  I  have  you. 

Old  friends  have  flown. 

More  faithless  than  the  new? 

E’en  so,  beloved;  but,  then, 

I  still  have  you. 

Wealth?  Envied  place? 

To  them  I  bid  adieu; 

I  have  all,  wealth,  and  youth,  and  friends. 
When  I  have  you. 
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